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Friday,  July  9  - 

Our  most  important  day  so  far  was  last  Wednesday .  About  four  o'clock 
we  dashed  madly  from  our  stateroom  and  half  awake  scrambled  on  deck  in  time 
to  see  the  sun  rise  and  to  get  an  early  glimpse  of  Gibralter.  It  was  so 
exciting  going  into  that  great  English  harbor.  Spain  on  our  left,  Africa  on  our 
right  and  Gibralter  straight  ahead.  Our  one  hope  then  was  to  get  ashore  and  to 
experience  the  security  of  being  firmly  fixed  on_the  rock.  After  a  six  o'clock 
breakfast  we  went  aboard  a  tender  and  were  soon  at  Gibralter  pier  where  cute 
little  victorias  awaited  us.  We  were  driven  by  a  Spaniard  (  one  born  in  Gibralter, 
so  he  calls  himself  an  Englishman  )  about  the  town.  I  sat  up  in  front  with  the 
driver  and  reaped  the  benefit  of  all  his  remarks  and  incidentally  my  position 
granted  me  the  excellent  opportunity  of  questioning  him.  The  streets  are  not 
so  narrow  nor  so  clean  as  in  Porta  Delgrade  but  the  military  character  of  the 
city  appealed  to  me.  English  soldiers  in  their  khaki  suits  gaily  marching  up  the 
street,  red  coats  guarding  the  Governor's  home,  soldier's  recreation  gardens, 
military  stables,  barracks  and  the  whole  effect  of  the  battery  was  quite  inspiring. 


The  dry  docks  are  wonderful  and  their  one  largest  gun  is  quite  a  suggestion 
of  what  could  happen  in  time  of  war.  Everything  was  quite  dry  for  they  have  had 
no  rain  since  March.  Their  rainy  season  beginning  in  November  and  usually 
lasting  for  about  four  months.  The  gardens  have  been  beautiful  but  now  they 
are  only  suggestions  of  March  beauty.  However,  the  sunken  gardens  are  kept  up 
beautifully  and  they  show  excellent  care.  We  viewed  one  from  the  most 
fascinating  little  morning  glory  covered  bridge.  After  driving  to  Europe's  point 
we  went  back  to  the  business  portion  where  we  watched  the  Moors  in  their 
wierd  costumes  in  charge  of  the  big  Moorish  market.  They  come  from  Africa 
three  times  a  week  and  always  sell  the  fowls  and  certain  vegetables. 

The  donkeys  laden  with  great  milk  cans,  the  men  and  women  loaded 
down  with  flowers  and  funny  little  baskets  of  figs,  strawberries,  oranges  and 
cherries  made  the  street  scenes  interesting. 

Even  as  we  drove  men  would  run  along  the  side  of  the  victoria  asking 
us  to  buy  but  no  begging  did  we  see. 

(  As  I  am  writing  this  account  Miss  Ethel  Roosevelt  is  sitting  right  next 
to  me  writing  the  most  interesting  hand.  ) 


In  Gibralter,  due  to  its  English  ways,  every  one,  every  horse  and  carriage 
turns  to  the  left  instead  of  to  the  right. 

After  spending  some  time  in  one  of  the  little  shops  where  we  made  some 
purchases,  jewing  down  the  shop  keepers  according  to  the  custom  of  the  place, 
we  were  driven  out  through  the  South  Port  gates,  and  across  the  Neutral 

Ground  to  Linea,  a  little  Spanish  town.  No  Spanish  carriage  can  enter  Gibralter 
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